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This soul and sinew of a noble seed,

Love and the lips that burn a bridegroom's through

Have charmed to deathward, and in steel's good

stead
Left him a silken spirit.

Tichborne.                     By that faith

Which yet I think you have found as fast in me
As ever yours I found, you wrong me more
Than were I that your words can make me not
I had wronged myself and all our cause ; I hold
No whit less dear for love's sake even than lo\ c
Faith, honour, friendship, all that all my days
Was only dear to my desire, till now
This new thing dear as all these only were           *

Made all these dearer.    If my love be less
Toward you, toward honour or this cause, then think
I love my wife not either, whom you know
How close at heart I cherish, but in all
Play false alike.    Lead now which way you will.
And wear what likeness ; though to all men else
It look not smooth, smooth shall it seem to nvj,
And danger be not dangerous ; where you go,
For me shall wildest ways be safe, and straight
For me the steepest; with your eyes and heart
Will I take count of life and death, and think
No thought against your counsel: yea, by heaven,
I had rather follow and trust my friend and die
Than halt and hark mistrustfully behind
To live of him mistrusted.

Babington.                       Why, well said :